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In her room, she sits and waits, 

Her body frail, her mind creates. 
Imagined lands, so far away, 

She dreams of them both night and day. 


Her eyes may dim, her legs may weaken, 
But her spirit lives, longs to be taken, 

To a place she's never been before, 

To see new sights and to explore. 


In her mind she wanders free, 

A tourist of her fantasy. 

Painted castles, oceans wide, 

She dreams of them, with heart and pride. 


She sees the sights, she hears the sounds, 
Her soul, it soars, her feet, unbound. 

For in her mind, she’s young again, 

Freed from the shackles of her pain. 


In the vastness of our universe wide, 
Where stars twinkle and galaxies collide, 
A multitude of ships traverse the space, 
From faraway worlds, of another race. 


Their hulls and shapes, so diverse and strange, 
As they travel through the cosmic range, 
Exploring planets we will never know, 

Their existence, hidden from us below. 


With engines, powered by exotic fuels, 
Like particle beams and crafted jewels, 
Unknown to us, their means of propulsion, 
As they glide across the cosmic ocean. 


On their decks are alien beings, so strange, 
Their forms and shapes, beyond our range, 
Exploring worlds that we might dream, 

As their ships traverse the cosmic stream. 


Formal education, a factory of sorts, 

Where young minds are molded and shaped, 
Into uniform products, bottled in quarts, 
With skills, either taught, learned or aped. 


This conveyor belt moves at a steady pace, 
Delivering graduates by the score, 

Each with a certificate, a degree to embrace, 
But do they possess any more? 


The curriculum, a well-oiled machine, 
Churns out the same product each year, 
The standardization, so precise and keen, 
With luck it supports a career. 


The students, raw materials at hand, 
Fit into the mold, as best as they can. 
But is there room for them to expand, 
Or are they just part of a factory plan? 


As a child, I gazed up at the stars, 

And dreamed of strange beings from afar, 
I thought of them as gods on high, 

Who watched us from the endless sky. 


Their wisdom great, their power vast, 
I viewed them as a gifted class, 

To lead us through our darkest days, 
And show us all their wondrous ways. 


And then one day they came to Earth, 
But this was not a day of mirth, 

For of mankind, they had no need, 
For all we knew, and all our deeds. 


With superior intellect and technology, 

They had no use for our anthropology, 

For like the reptile that lives under our feet, 
They saw us as nothing more than their meat. 


a ES 


* 


Beyond the realm of earthly things, 

A gateway lies where magic sings, 

A world of wonder and mystery, 

Where anything is possible, you will see. 


To reach it, journey far and wide, 

Through forests dark, where spirits reside, 
Past ancient ruins and rivers deep, 

Where secrets wait and magic sleeps. 


Beyond the entrance, a land unfolds, 

Of wondrous sights and tales untold, 
Where creatures roam and magic reigns, 
And legends come to life again. 


The people here, they live in peace, 

And magic flows, a gentle breeze, 

With wizards wise and witches fair, 

Who weave their spells with utmost care. 


Amidst the chaos of war and strife, 
The art of Dada came to life, 

To make us question and to debate, 
What we see, and how we relate. 


Rejecting all that came before, 

Dadaists sought to break down the door, 

Of traditional art standards and form, 

To create something new, far from the norm. 


Dada paintings, all unexpected, 

Absurdity thus portrayed or projected, 
Challenged the viewer to think and to feel, 
In ways that were bizarre and surreal. 


This legacy continues, even today, 
For artists who dare to break away, 
Embracing a sort of visual invention, 
By defying every artistic convention. 


In quantum physics, strange things occur, 
Although this might seem quite absurd, 

When two things are possible, we cannot decide, 
In parallel worlds, they might both reside. 


The parallel world, for sure just a theory, 

An idea that also makes physicists weary, 
Perhaps nothing more than a silly pipe dream, 
A strange idea, this multiverse scheme. 


Some argue that each decision we make, 
Selects one path on the journey we take, 
And makes a new world come to be, 
With all of the changes that we can see. 


If these parallel planes did, in fact, exist, 

A mind-boggling thought, that all things persist, 
Worlds beyond number might then be real, 

A truth far beyond what we see or can feel. 


In lands of lore where magic dwells, 
Lies Pyrador, with golden spells. 

There fairies weave enchantments bold, 
And all the land has turned to gold. 


But gold will steal the hearts of men, 
The question is not if, but when. 

And so a great fleet did advance, 

To find this place, where fairies dance. 


Beneath the moon's enchanting veil, 
This fleet of mighty ships did sail, 
And so it was that one dark night, 
They came upon the fairies' bight. 


But fairies know of men's intentions, 
Their quest for gold, and their inventions, 
And so, adorned in magic shrouds, 

They hid their island in the clouds. 


In the shadowy depths of our human existence, 
A grim tale of sorrow, of relentless persistence. 
It speaks of a fury, a tempest unkind, 

A symphony of chaos, forever entwined. 


War, oh war, that cruelest invention, 

Born from the seeds of our own contention. 

In the annals of time, its stories are penned, 
A haunting reminder of the lives that did end. 


In distant lands, where dark ravens do call, 
Battlefields cry for each one as they fall. 
Mothers weep for their sons, lost in the fray, 
Fathers mourn for their daughters, so far away. 


Yet all are still bound, trapped in war's snare, 
Lost in this nightmare, but most unaware. 

War's grip holds tight, a relentless foot race, 

And we, as mere mortals, can't escape its embrace. 


3g 


2 eR WY NER AA NAINA, IE HE 


make t) 


10 


Humans search for grand design, 
With plans and structures, so refined. 
We crave this order, neat and clear, 
In every corner, far and near. 


In our quest, to unlock nature's code, 
To find the logic, to follow the road, 
We arrange all kinds of natural object, 
To find in each a planner's project. 


Yet in nature's realm, a different find, 

So many players, all so entwined, 

Where chaos weaves a symphony of chance, 
And patterns emerge from a cosmic dance. 


If we abandon desire, life's play to command, 

We discover the actors, a stage vast and grand, 
The many small creatures that make up the whole, 
Of nature's magic, each with their own goal. 
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Amidst amber waves and boundless sky, 

Rural life bloomed, and dreams reached up high, 
In a host of small towns, bustling centers of trade, 
Lived the heartbeat of America's pastoral parade. 


In a tapestry of fields, where crops did sway, 
Family farms thrived, each their own humble way, 
Tied to the soil, their roots deep and strong, 
Nurtured each generation, a heritage lifelong. 


Then bankers made loans, and farmers bought tractors. 
The economy soared, as measured by factors. 

But where many families once toiled on the Earth, 
Most were no longer needed, and soon had no worth. 


Families thus scattered, their lands far behind, 
Seeking new futures, with hopes in their mind, 
They rebuilt their homes, in far distant places, 

As they toiled in factories, a crowd of new faces. 
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In the tapestry of time, a thread divine, 
Unbroken chain of ancestors, yours and mine. 
Through the ages, they journeyed far and wide, 
Their stories whispered, to flow side by side. 


From the dawn of days, when life was new, 
They toiled and loved, as we still do. 

With calloused hands, they tilled the earth, 
To plant seeds of hope, ensuring our birth. 


Their toil, a testament to strength untold, 

Sweat mingling with soil, as stories unfold. 
They built foundations, sturdy and strong, 
Passing down legacies, cherished and long. 


In each beating heart, their love did reside, 

A flame passed on, a sacred guide. 

Through trials and triumphs, they carried on, 
Kindling the fire, their spirit lives on. 
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There is a truth about man, often denied, 

As we rule the Earth, and worship our pride, 
That we are but monkeys, fragile and meek, 
A fragment of nature, so humble and weak. 


Our rhythm aligns with nature's fine art, 

For in our core beats the same primal heart. 
We scurry, we stumble, in our public charade, 
But all as one part of life's grand parade. 


Through ages untamed, we climbed and we swung, 
Embracing our nature, where we all belonged. 

But then we came down, to walk on two feet, 

A master of all, with our tool-making feat. 


In forests of steel, our instincts can fade, 
Lost in the noise of the progress we've made. 
Yet, deep in our souls, wild spirits reside, 
Yearning for freedom, where nature presides. 
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In ancient times, when Phoenician lands did thrive, 
A hero rose, with strength unmatched, a legend come alive. 
His name was Melgart, lion-hearted, a beacon in the night, 
A protector of his people, a champion of their right. 


Born of noble lineage, his destiny foretold, 

To wield his mighty club, with courage brave and bold. 
From Tyre's shores he ventured, his exploits known afar, 
A hero to Phoenicians, a celestial guiding star. 


He slew the fearsome serpent, coiled 'round the sacred grove, 
And faced the raging cyclops with valor and resolve. 

He braved the stormy tempests that threatened ships at sea, 
Guiding vessels of Phoenicia to harbors, safe and free. 


His legend spread across the waves, to distant lands unknown, 
Where tales of his heroic deeds, in awe were widely shown. 

In legends, songs, and prayers, his name would long resound, 
Melgart, hero of Phoenicia, with strength that knew no bound. 
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To the site of ancient Carthage, long before the ruin of Rome, 
From Phoenicia came a jewel, this place to make her home. 
Elissa sailed from Tyre's shore, the land of Tyrian hue, 

A quest for land, her destiny, a place to build anew. 


Her fleet so bold, of timbers strong, and glorious sails unfurled, 
On waves of hope, and winds of fate, embraced the watery world. 
Westward they sailed, past Cyprus' isle, upon the Greatest Sea, 
Through sudden storms to foreign shores, just south of Sicily. 


With visionary's spirit, as she bore an empire's seed, 

Elissa founded Carthage town, fueled by her mighty creed. 

With vision of such eloquence, as her voice conveyed, 

She made the city of her cause, a place where dreams were made. 


And so the walls of Carthage rose, above the sands of old, 

A beacon shining on the sea, a city great and bold. 

For years to come, in all the streets, music there would play, 
With praise and adoration for Elissa's glorious day. 
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Within the human tapestry, many flavors do unfold, 
Geographical subspecies, stories yet untold, 

A spectrum of diverse races, shaped by lands afar, 
Where genes flow and mingle, creating who we are. 


Each child born into this world, so unique and new, 

More than a blend of ancestors, this is very true, 

As recombination weaves its tapestry, from our primal urge, 
Mutation's brush strokes intervene, and novel genes emerge. 


In this intricate mosaic, there is a truth we find, 
Without selection's touch, a warning for our kind, 
For harmful genes abound, always on the gain, 
And only by selection, can we their spread restrain. 


Across the ages of our kind, history does unfold, 

Our recorded past to read, made up of stories old, 

A window on our evolution's most recent domain, 

A tale of genes and change, within the human chain. 
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In the realm of solitude, with beauty for the eyes, 

A land untouched, a quiet place, where isolation thrives. 
Iceland, a portrait that we paint in hues so cold, 

A tapestry of desolation, with stories yet untold. 


Behold a land of ice and cold, so very stark and bare, 
Where solitude lives all alone, to weave its icy snare. 
Mountains rise like sentinels, so silent and so grand, 
In witness to the desolation of this untamed land. 


In this magic realm, winds whisper their lament, 
Aurora comes down from above, ethereal descent. 

A symphony of colors dance, across the blackened sky, 
With few to see its spectacle, this wonder flying high. 


Beneath the somber shroud of winter's lonely wait, 
Life persists below, 'til lingering cold abates. 

Hardy flora grows once more, so delicate and small, 
Defying desolation, to embrace the sun's bright call. 
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Where Nile flows through desert sands, 
Cats once were tamed, to take commands, 
So sacred there, in every way, 

That Bastet, goddess, took their shape. 


In Egypt's realm, where reverence was due, 
Cat ladies walked, their spirits imbued, 
Bound to Bastet, their hearts entwined, 
A tapestry woven, of the mystical kind. 


For Bastet, goddess, radiant and wise, 
Is the shining light in feline eyes, 

A guardian spirit, from high above, 
And protector of maternal love. 


By Bastet's legacy, a gift so grand, 

As cat ladies now cherish each cat at hand, 
For cats nurture souls, heal wounds unseen, 
And by divine connection, give love supreme. 
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Hieros and glyphein are words of the Greeks, 

When they come together we get hieroglyphics, 
Sacred symbols of Egypt, carved into stone, 

Where once was a puzzle, now language well known. 


Adorning crypts and temple walls, 
They bring us tales of each rise and fall, 
Of pharaohs great with trumpet sound, 
Or those long dead, now underground. 


These symbols speak of ancient life, 

Of birth, and death, and endless strife, 
And, in those crypts, where none can see, 
Gods lead, to immortality. 


The ankh grants life for us to hold. 
By sacred scarab, rebirth foretold. 
The Nile, a serpent, winding free, 
Sustains all life, as it flows to the sea. 
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On the far distant isle that we know as Wagans, 
Women live in the forest, and keep the young dragons. 
All through the winter they live in the trees, 

While all of their men are far out at sea. 


Tho' each a blank canvas, when they are born, 
With tattoos of dragons, these women adorn. 

On their island they hide, far out of sight, 

But come out in the open, to dance in moonlight. 


The dragon's lair is a volcanic cave, 

And to visit such places, few are so brave. 

But women of Wagans know the language they speak, 
And know that these creatures have wisdom they seek. 


Far from this isle, and forevermore, 

Dragons are known by the terror of their roar. 
But here, on this isle of women and trees, 
Songs of their glory float in the breeze. 
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As we look out at the vast depths of space, 
We find many mysteries, we cannot erase. 
With planets and stars in a dance so complex, 
In something so empty, our mind is perplexed. 


Now we are told, mass does something to space, 
Curves it, or makes it, or perhaps does erase, 
But dimensions of space, we cannot just reckon, 
For our numbers to work, time must also beckon. 


Concave, or convex, or maybe just flat, 

We think that it's all like the place where we're at. 
But this assumption of ours may be incorrect, 

And something unknown may this concert direct. 


In the realm of the quantum, objects entwined, 

To defy space and distance, their connection defined. 

In the cosmos of spacetime, with direction and tense, 

We invent things we can't see, and try to make sense. 
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In realms unknown, where thoughts do soar, 
A land of wonder lies in store. 

In mystic depths and boundless space, 

Lie things we cannot yet embrace. 


For human minds, though vast and grand, 
Have limits set by mortal hand. 

In finite bounds, we strive to see, 

What lies beyond our known decree. 


There are dimensions yet untrod, 
By eyes that yearn to see abroad. 
Concepts veiled in cosmic shrouds, 
Eternal secrets, wrapped in clouds. 


The intricacies of life's grand scheme, 
Extend beyond what we can dream. 
And beyond the veil of time's embrace, 
Exist many things, that leave no trace. 


23 


The courtesans of Ba'lah, where secrets reside, 
Make secret potions, in that place they abide, 
Potions with colors that alter the mind, 
Effects yet unknown to the rest of mankind. 


They wear intricate ornaments from far Xactun, 
Transported by camels, across desert dunes. 

The courtesans tell tales of these great caravans, 
That reach Ba'lah's oasis, across shifting sands. 


With sonorous speech they recite ancient glyphs, 
And all who visit thus learn of their myths, 

Of gorgons and griffins, and angels divine, 

Each one, in their language, with its own sign. 


But if you must visit, beware of your time, 

For the stories they tell have a magical rhyme, 
And if you partake of the potions they share, 
You will never leave, as your mind they ensnare. 
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There are many eyes, of differing kinds, 
Sending their signals to our many fine minds. 
Their signals, all based on the light we collect, 
Are useful, in part, the rest we neglect. 


Not just an image, but feature extraction, 

Is used to produce a more useful abstraction, 
Not really the object that we think is there, 
But a dream or a vision, assembled with care. 


We oft' turn to watch, based on some action, 

As collecting more light is our natural reaction. 

We examine the details, eyes wide and aware, 

And sometimes we squint, to avoid the bright glare. 


We should not forget the eyes all around, 

The watchful gazes that, in silence, abound. 

In nature's realm, creatures know of light's play, 
With eyes that observe, both night and day. 
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In the town of Fashone, the men dress with pride, 

As they walk about, with a curious stride. 

They are finely adorned, with all manner of dress, 
Though none are quite sure who they want to impress. 


With a flair for their fashion, they craft their own style, 
An enigma to all, who watch them for a while. 

They don their attire with such exquisite care, 

With garments so tailored, they all long to share. 


From morning 'til twilight, they waltz through the town, 
Wearing their suits, of silk tightly wound. 

Eyes turn and wonder, the townsfolk bemused, 

Who are these men, and why so enthused? 


In the lore of Fashone, they'll forever dwell, 

These men in their finery, and the stories they tell. 
We watch from afar, to ponder the why, 

And gaze at their fashion, as each passes by. 
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Are they so real, objects that we obtain, 

Or just an illusion, of desire and gain? 

Can we keep them, possess them, call them our own? 
Or are they but whispers, borrowed and loaned? 


Can we keep every object that shimmers and gleams, 
As a measure of gain, or a fanciful dream? 

For they hold no purpose, no practical role, 

Yet their allure captures the depths of the soul. 


But time is a demon, that counts every day, 

And in the end all things are taken away. 

This race we call time, will slip through our hands, 
As each object we knew, disappears in the sands. 


Kahlil Gibran wrote a secret of living, 

To make time on this Earth, a season of giving. 
By commerce or gift, we can these things share, 
Ere we are all gone, into thin air. 
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In the sanctuary of a garden's saving grace, 

Nature's symphony unfolds, something we embrace. 

A dance of life and death, where nothing is concealed, 
Where decay and decomposition are both to us revealed. 


Through verdant garden paths, marked by wild paws, 
Four seasons tell us of the garden's ancient laws, 
From the tender buds that timidly arise, 

To the withered petals that fall at their demise. 


The soil, a canvas where life finds its way, 

Gathers what remains, remnants of each passing day. 
With each decomposition, a chorus of rebirth, 

As new sprouts emerge, to rise from the earth. 


In a garden's alchemy, with lessons to pursue, 
Even tools we bring, witness that which is true. 
For these works of iron, forged of metal so bright, 
Rust and oxidize, before our very sight. 


28 


In nature's tapestry, a story we find, 

Of fruits so diverse, their secrets unwind. 
Within their vibrant hues and captivating sight, 
Reside flavenoids and sugars, nature's delight. 


From cherries to oranges, a spectrum of taste, 
The contents within, by selection are traced. 
For generations past, we've chosen with care, 
Fruits with the flavors we're eager to share. 


By nurturing orchards, with deliberate intent, 
We've harnessed this bounty, a fruitful event. 
Through cross-pollination and selective design, 
New varieties flourish, a profusion divine. 


They beckon our palates with their vibrant allure, 
As their colorful garb invites us to procure. 

And all that these plants can ask in return, 

That we transport their seed, their fruit thus to earn. 


29 


Robert E. Howard's life was brief, 

Like Shakespeare’s sere and yellow leaf. 
Swords and sorcerers were his domain, 
In realms where Conan's might did reign. 


From humble Cross Plains came weird tales, 
So far-fetched, like prairie sails, 

Printed in pulp magazines, 

From rolling plains, a dreamer's dreams. 


Howard soared on mighty wings, 

From shadowed streets to halls of kings. 
But when his mother came to loss, 
Young Howard did his own life toss. 


In a genre now so well-entrenched, 

With barbarian blood we are now drenched, 
Yet Conan remains, forever tall, 

A gift from the one who started it all. 
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In Kookat's realm, where dreams unfold, 
Strange women dwelt, in times of old. 
Asleep they flew on wings unseen, 
Where owls and owl dreams do convene. 


Through moonlit paths, their souls took flight, 
In twilight realms, when day turned night, 

In deepest dreams, owls would appear. 

To unveil all the secrets of the seer. 


Within these realms, a tapestry spun, 
Where owls emerged with the setting sun, 
Sacred guardians of darkest night, 

To guide their dreams, with silent flight. 


Revered and blessed, these owls so wise, 
Led those adorned in their disguise. 

A sacred place of gliding flight, 

In dreams entwined through all the night. 
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I remember Picasso, I sometimes do think, 
Tho' for nothing specific can I find a link. 
A museum, a fish, or even a rock? 

A Parisian street, or wine by the crock? 


A name for the ages, yet a mystery to me. 
A player in Spain's civil war, that may be. 
Perhaps he was really a soldier of paint, 
Drawing minotaurs, horses, or even a saint. 


The name evokes cubes, or geometry. 

A mathematician, then, of things that we see? 

Or he might be a master of villas, in France, 

Who often brought young women home, for a dance. 


Now, you may know something, more than I do, 
And it's likely, that thing you know may be true. 
But I'm not really certain that I need to know more, 
For mysteries are fun, even more than the lore. 
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In the late nineteen-sixties there was a place, 

The City of hippies, the beatniks replaced, 

From City Lights to the Great Highway's shore, 
Gypsies, and Krishnas, and straight folks, and more. 


From Presidio north, to the peak of Mount Tam, 
Rode cars of stoned people, some on the lam. 
Cars full of freaks, some rolling in smoke, 
Wandering stranger, would you like a toke? 


Religions of Asia, there came to the fore, 

But drugs, psychedelic, really opened the door. 

For flower-like children, dressed like they were hip, 
LSD ruled, took them all on a trip. 


Today uppers, and downers, drug cultures define, 
But back in the sixties, a trip of the mind, 

A discovery that all was not what it seems, 
People walking around, awake to their dreams. 
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In the next stage of what we call work, 
Humans still tinker, as machines need a twerk. 
By aging hands, installed and maintained, 

By those who must live, on income thus gained. 


Repairing all kinds of mechanical device, 
They always follow each machine's advice, 
As there are many instructions and arts, 
Required to service those moving parts. 


Trembling fingers may often weave and shake, 
As they fix the things that sometimes break. 
With patience and care, they maintain machines, 
Those trains, and planes, and submarines. 


These workers still pay old school bills, 

For the things they do, need many skills. 
Yet, as these jobs are harder to find, 

These folks are really the last of their kind. 
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In an earlier time, we still lent our hand, 

To service machines, across our wide land, 

But the curtains now open on a different stage, 
Here we may have a place, but we work in a cage. 


Strange tasks we perform, as we take the helm, 
Knowing only the input of a virtual realm. 
That realm may be closer than any can see, 

Or a place far away, across land and sea. 


We dream and we wonder, and roam with delight, 
Exploring virtual worlds, both day and night, 

The things we can see, so amazing and bright, 
The tasks we perform, so important and right. 


As few others remain, we may come to suspect, 
That all is not real, in this life we project, 

For although we have many virtual friends, 
The tasks we perform may serve no real ends. 
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Tanguy's art was of the surrealist kind, 

Each image imagined, and not quite defined. 
With paint on canvas, objects took shape, 

As organic forms grew from a barren landscape. 


From Brittany's shores, where his journey began, 
He envisioned these things, unknown to man. 
His landscapes, so sere, stretched far and wide, 
Depicting the places where our dreams reside. 


While Dali reveled in symbolism's embrace, 
Tanguy's strange objects sought ambiguous space. 
Like Ernst's biomorphics, they seemed to evolve, 
To reveal a place that our psyche can't solve. 


For some, he discovered a subconscious might, 

In landscapes where wonder and mystery ignite. 
From his canvas and brush, with shadow and light, 
Came a vision surreal, one uniquely bright. 
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In gardens lush and forests green, 
Where gentle rains and sunbeams preen, 
Snails do wander, small and slow, 

With homes upon their backs, they go. 


They glide on trails of glistening slime, 

A slimy path, their mark in time. 

Their pace, a leisurely retreat, 

Through blades of grass and mossy sheet. 


Their spiral homes do ever grow, 

For their protection, more than show. 
When danger comes, they squeeze inside, 
A safer place for them to hide. 


Long before they came to be, 

Ancestors crawled, but in the sea. 

They moved up rivers, the next rung, 
Then some emerged, to breathe with lung. 
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The world is bright, with so many things, 
Some born of desire, some that fate brings. 
But as we consider this picture so wide, 
We may fail to see, it is really inside. 


So pause, dear soul, and turn your gaze, 

To a landscape where our mind's path strays, 
For what we see, is not what's there, 

But a portrait we paint, with every care. 


We capture but little, of things that we find, 
Known only as engrams, creations of mind. 

Within Earthly bounds of flesh and of bone, 
We forge a new world, the one that we own. 


Space of the mind seems so real and right, 
As worlds converge, both dark and light, 
But in this realm, so subjective and vast, 
Fiction may come, where truth does not last. 
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The many books written are less than a drop, 

In the great sea of being, where shores never stop. 
The books never written, the tales never told, 

Lie in the depths, where waters are cold. 


Yet, far beyond our Earthly bounds, 

There is one place where these books can be found, 
But this is a place where one seldom looks, 

For it is the home of the book of all books. 


Writers will often go to this place, 

Reachable only though their mind's embrace. 

They pluck each of their books, right off of the shelf, 
Yet call this creation, or work of the self. 


When we seek to expand the things that we know, 
Then into this library we all need to go. 

We travel by dreams, or a scientist's gauge, 

And all we can know is writ on a page. 
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We have finally attained a societal whole, 

And for this to work, our priests have one goal, 
For they represent our rules of behavior, 

The unified plan we know as our savior. 


These blessed priests hold societal norms, 

In a world so perfect, so far from life's storms. 
Tho' slight disagreement may sometimes arise, 
Priests quickly correct those thoughts we despise. 


Of many tools that maintain our great nation, 
The most powerful of all is reeducation. 

All those who stray, our priests promptly teach, 
Salvation for all, our priests also preach. 


For these are the guardians, both sacred and true, 
Teaching our children, what's right to pursue. 

Tho some who disrupt, disappear from our sight, 
One truth we believe, our priests know what's right. 
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A new day is coming, and this is our fate, 

As humans, cyborgs and robots communicate. 
They learn to converse, with manners to please, 
And the robots are fast, so they do this with ease. 


The robots have voices that carry much mirth, 

And they speak every language known on this Earth. 
They know all the facts that one can recall, 

And with kindness and patience, deliver it all. 


The talent of listening that we value so greatly, 
The robots acquire, it seems so innately. 
This talent, for them, is most easy of all, 
As they respond to our voices, to our every call. 


But there is one thing, and this is a must, 

We need something private, that we can trust. 
So for us to converse, yet rest as we sleep, 

We pay extra for robots, our secrets to keep. 


Al 


In a faraway land once ruled by cruel witches, 
The people were plagued, by curses and glitches. 
With spells and afflictions cast on them all, 

The very best people were the first ones to fall. 


The people there suffered, as darkness took hold, 
Witches all over, and all were so bold. 

But glimmering hope began to appear, 

As prophesy told of a hero so pure. 


For to this regime, came this one glitch, 

A heroine born, but as a witch, 

And so, in their pride, none would suspect, 

This child would one day, their own ways reject. 


Somhild, witch princess, studied their lore, 
And in ancient forests, found much to explore, 
Finding at last, the end of all grief, 

The magical brew of a pipsissewa leaf. 


Hy 
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Our planet grows crowded, as we procreate, 

For we are too large, and our needs are so great. 
Solutions are few, but an endless debate, 

Yet all would be solved, by one twist of fate. 


For what if all people grew not large, but small, 

With far less of needs, and much room for all? 

If small homes sufficed, for children and spouses, 

We could make them like toys, these very small houses. 


Then, by the acre, we could build our great cities, 
Where we would live, with small doggies and kitties. 
These cities would grow, across the landscape, 

For growth is a trend that we cannot escape. 


Once more overcrowded, as we grow and mate, 

Size yet our issue, as small needs grow great. 

With trillions of beings, and the Earth overmanned, 
Much smaller people would need to be planned. 
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No matter how high a basketball hoop, 

Tall people will win, the better to loop. 

And on that football team that has won, 
Then linemen are huge, tho' not quite a ton. 


For soccer, endurance, for baseball, the arm, 
Tho' for that sport, power's also a charm. 
Swimming takes arms to make stronger strokes, 
While biking takes legs to turn all the spokes. 


Track and field require some different traits, 
Some start and move fast, right out of the gates, 
As others, with much slower heart beats, 
Complete marathon rung, in our city streets. 


The next time you fail, try as hard as you can, 

Know that man makes the sport, but sport makes the man. 
If the right sport for you could be custom designed, 

You might win each contest, every time. 
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A planet roams the sky above, 

A god of war, but not of love. 
Across terrain of bright red sand, 
Canals were seen to cross its land. 


Shiaparelli was first to spot these features, 
On this red planet, owned by creatures, 
Well-known as Martians in our diction, 
And frequent in our science fiction. 


Over the years, a tale would unfold, 

Of ancient Martians, hearts cruel and cold, 
Through telescopes our eyes would roam, 
As we yearned to call this Mars our home. 


But Mariner and Viking discovered the fake, 
And canals once-seen, vanished in their wake, 
A trick of those shadows, and our desires, 

Yet the search for water on Mars, never tires. 
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Mountain giants make their lair, 

High up in the mountain air. 

In this lonely place, they take their rest, 
Unseen by every mountain guest. 


Sometimes they decide to rumble, 
And rocks begin to slide and tumble. 
But on the very frightful days, 
Mountains quake as giants sway. 


Mostly they cannot be seen, 

As most avoid each human being, 
But there is magic, of the clouds, 
To make these titans talk out loud. 


And when they talk, their voice is low, 
Like thunder's growl, to all below, 
But if their words can be discerned, 
An ancient lore can then be learned. 
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In days of yore, our gardens grew, 
Beans to can, and grapes to brew, 
Tall green corn, and golden grain, 
Nurtured by each summer rain. 


For seed, we always kept our own, 
Dried and stored, next season sown. 
Potatoes kept in cold, dark cellars, 
Lots of food for hungry fellers. 


On shelves displayed, for all onlookers, 
Jars prepared in pressure cookers, 
Filled with things that would delight, 
Paraffin sealed, to make them tight. 


For winter months, so slow to pass, 
Much food came from these jars of glass, 
And we had many, bought for nickels, 
Filled with jellies, jams, and pickles. 
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You may think this a sort of conspiracy rant, 

That people must govern, to get what they can't. 
For when there is power, there's wealth to divide, 
And those with the power are the ones who decide. 


The role of our government, the one that is true, 
Has no real limit, but all things you can do. 
Nothing imagined, as far as you go, 

Is beyond the span of this web of control. 


The wise ones have told us, so resolute, 
Corruption follows each power, so absolute. 
What is called public service, leads only to gain, 
Except for a saint, or the few who refrain. 


Perhaps there's a project that you want to complete, 
And it has no support, so your dreams face defeat. 
But if you can govern, you may get a voice, 

To get what none want, and to give them no choice. 
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In shadows deep, where truth resides, 
Prophets emerge, their voices rise, 
Amidst the pages of history's tome, 
Their warnings echo, to bring us home. 


Washington saw the alliance, entangling, 
Damocles' sword, above us dangling. 
Eisenhower knew the industries of war, 
Great fortunes made of death and gore. 


Orwell's vision, hauntingly clear, 

His surveillance state, something to fear. 
And Huxley's world, devoid of all tears, 
Where we traded our souls for numb veneers. 


Prophets unheeded, their voices unheard, 
Amidst the clamor, in this world absurd, 
Their wisdom offered, a guiding light, 
Yet now ignored, lost from our sight. 
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In this busy world that strives and strains, 
Some dance to the melody that love sustains. 
Their laughter echoes, like a gentle breeze, 
As they find solace in life's simplest pleas. 


Their happiness, a riddle beyond our reach, 
Like whispers lost, in winds on the beach. 
Yet, in their presence, we sense sacred grace, 
A glimpse of truth, a kind, warm embrace. 


For these souls, happiness is not a prize, 
Nor a mask to wear beneath sullen skies. 
It blooms from within, a radiant flame, 
Nurtured by choices they never proclaim. 


They find joy in spreading their kindness wide, 
For the compassion they wear, they cannot hide. 
Their smiles ripple, like rivers and streams, 

To touch heart and soul, and awaken our dreams. 


20 


The essence lies at the core of the core, 

Beyond this heart of hearts, there is nothing more. 
For this is the place that knows what it is, 

As everything else sees the light through a mist. 


Inscrutable truth, our pursuit on this Earth, 

Only the heart of all hearts can know what it's worth. 
At this most sublime core, all existence emerges, 

A mystery to all of our temporal urges. 


For this heart of hearts, the knower of self, 

The source of all wisdom, is unmatched in stealth. 
From this single source, time and space come to play, 
And the rules of that game, it never will say. 


As life is your teacher, you may one day discern, 
That all things that be, you shall never learn. 
Rest with assurance that we live but for grace, 
Our mystery a gift, from that one sacred place. 


